late September and as his office was stuffy he was working
in his shirt sleeves. At the moment when Marie entered,
he was giving an assistant a piece of his mind in language
punctuated with ** bloody " and " damn/* such as Marie
had never before heard. Her appearance neither inter-
rupted his flow of invective, nor caused him to apologize
for his dishabille, and she stood in the doorway, wondering
what to do.

" Come in and shut the door, for Christ's sake; you'll
have all these damned papers on the floor," Hobbs
remarked fiercely, without deigning to look at the
newcomer, as one or two documents blew off the table.

Marie did as commanded. To repair the havoc she
picked up the papers and handed them to Hobbs.
" I'm so sorry they blew away," she remarked.

The musical intonation of Marie's voice attracted
Hobbs, who leered at her lustfully when he observed
that she was young and pretty, although her clothes were
shabby. With a final admonition to his publicity clerk,
not to be a bloody fool, but to get those programme
slips ready by five o'clock, he dismissed the delinquent
and said to Marie, in what he considered an ingratiating
tone, " Well, my dear, and what's your turn ? Plenty o'
leg, I hope; that's what folks want and I don't blame

'em."

Marie squirmed inwardly at Hobbs's manner. She was
amazed that Longford should have such a cad for a
friend. Her longing to help her mother, however,
conquered her other desire which was to bolt from
Hobbs's presence.
Intuition told Marie that, in his mind's eye, Hobbs
was undressing her, and she flushed scarlet when he
remarked with a knowing wink, <c I'm inclined to think
you'll do, my dear. The dressing-room's on the right,
and the stage is through that far door. Go on as soon
as you're ready."
Having shed her outdoor things and adjusted her